CHAPTER   XIII

ON  ENGLISH   NOVELISTS  OF THE PRESENT DAY

IN this chapter I will venture to name a few successful
novelists of my own time, with whose works I am
acquainted; and will endeavour to point whence their
success has come, and why they have failed when there

has been failure.

I do not hesitate to name Thackeray the first. His
knowledge of human nature was supreme, and his
characters stand out as human beings, with a force and
a truth which has not, I think, been within the reach
of any other English novelist in any period. I know
no character in fiction, unless it be Don Quixote, with
whom the reader becomes so intimately acquainted as
with Colonel Neweombe, JIow great a thing it is to be
a gentleman at all parts! How we admire the man of
whom so much may be said with truth! Is there any
one of whom we feel more sure in this respect than of
Colonel Newcoiube? It is not because Colonel New-
combe is a perfect gentleman that we think Thack-
eray's work to have been so excellent, but because
he has had the power to describe him as such, and to
force us to love him, a weak and silly old man, on
account of this grace of character.

It in evident from all Thackeray's best work that he
lived with the characters he was creating, lie had
always* ?i htury to tell until quite late in life; and hebeware of creating tedium! Who
